might have been two hussars, coming away from a party
and on their way to finish off the night among the gipsies
They had turned round face to face, and their laughter
rasped their throats and shook them so much that Makeev
had difficulty in finding his coat pocket and putting the
revolver and the nng into it
eShall I stop, Captain ?' asked the driver
The carnage had passed the last houses in the town
Laurenz got out first, stumbled, and nearly fell His
bonds were hurting him He had stopped laughing
Still, he asked
eAre you going to cut me down or shoot me?'
With a hand that trembled, Makeev drew his revolver
and fired it hastily Laurenz dropped, squirmed and
groaned
'What a bad shot you are, Captain f' he cried 'Finish
me off, for the love of Heaven''
Makeev's sight seemed dim, the wind whistled in his
ears, and his chapped lips trembled He remembered
Laurenz's greying temples, pulled the trigger again, with-
out looking, and waited hopefully
'Don't torture me,9 moaned the wounded man 'Kill
me, can't you?'
With his gorge rising with disgust, Makeev went on
firing, without aiming, at the big, black worm that writhed
on the ground A dog howled, very close at hand Makeev
fired shot after shot He knew for certain that none of his
bullets would kill Laurenz, but he could neither take his
finger off the trigger or go closer to his victim
The Bunat slid from his seat, rushed over to Laurenz,
and fired at him point-blank At last there was silence
The carnage was already driving back at top speed when
Makeev stood up, hammered at the dnver's back with the
butt of his revolver, and shouted
'Back to town ' Hurry up, hurry up!'
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